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" Why, brother, that's . . ." Safonov began, smiling and
stroking his whiskers.                                                      *y
- " ' Brother's ' got nothing to do with it. I won't hand
them over, and that's all I've got to say. I'm responsible
for my sector and for my men," Gregor retorted.
The dispute thus suddenly arisen was ended by Georgidz&^
With his red pencil he pointed out the threatened parHn
the front on the map. And when the heads bent close
together over it, it was clear to them all that any attack
being prepared by the Red command was indeed only
possible on the southern sector, as it was closest to the Don
and most advantageous in regard to communications.
The conference was over within an hour. The moody
Kondrat Miedviediev, commander of the fourth division,
who had been silent throughout the discussion, said at the
end, distrustfully looking around him :
" We can send reserves to Melekhov's support.  We've
got men to spare.  But one thing is bothering me.  Supposing^
they attack us on all sectors at once, then what shall wtf*
do ?  They'll drive us into a bunch and we shall be in a
serious position, like snakes caught on a little island."
tc Snakes can swim, but we've got nowhere we can swim
to," one of the others laughed.
" We've thought of that," Kudynov said thoughtfully.
" But if that situation arises we must leave behind all those
unable to bear arms, leave our families too, and fight our
way through to the Donietz. ^Ve're not a small force, there
are thirty thousand of us."
"And the Cadets will take us! They've got scores to
settle with the Upper Don cossacks ! "                          fotf
" The hen is sitting, but where are the eggs ? There's ITO
point in talking like that! " Gregor put on his cap and went
out. As he closed the door he heard Georgidze reply :
" The Vieshenska tossacks and the insurgent forces will
redeem their guilt to the Don and to Russia if they fight
manfully against the Bolsheviks. . . ."
" So he says, but he's smiling to himself, the serpent! "
Gregor thought. Again,  as  at the first moment  of his
meeting with this officer, he felt an inward anxiety and,
causeless anger.                                                             > "^
At the gate he was overtaken by Kudynov. They walked
along together for a minute or two without speaking, The*